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mained for thee, O Ringwood, Ringwood the best hound
that ever pursued a hare, who never threw his tongue
but where the scent was undoubtedly true; good at
trailing; and sure in a highway, no babbler,1 no over-
runner, respected by the whole pack; for whenever he
opened they knew the game was at hand. He fell by
the stroke of Joseph. Thunder, and Plunder, and
Wonder, and Blunder, were the next victims of his
wrath, and measured their lengths on the ground. Then
Fairmaid, a hound which Mr. John Temple had bred
up in his house, and fed at his own table, and lately
sent the squire fifty miles for a present, ran fiercely
at Joseph, and bit him by the leg; no dog was ever
fiercer than she, being descended from an Amazonian
breed, and had worried bulls in her own country, but
now waged an unequal fight; and had shared the fate
of those we have mentioned before had not Diana (the
reader may believe it or not as he pleases) in that instant
interposed, and in the shape of the huntsman snatched
her favourite up in her arms.
The parson now faced about, and with his crabstick
felled many to the earth, and scattered others, till he
was attacked by Caesar, and pulled to the ground. Then
Joseph flew to his rescue, and with such might fell on
the victor, that, O eternal blot to his name! Caesar ran
yelping away.
The battle now raged with the most dreadful violence
when lo! the huntsman, a man of years and dignity,
lifted his voice, and called his hounds from the fight;
telling them, in a language they understood, that it
1 A hound that gives tongue too freely.